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The  following  quotation  is  taken  from  an  address,  The  Dedicated  Life, 
delivered  by  the  Rector,  the  late  Viscount  Haldane,  to  the  students  of  the 
University  of  Edinburgh  in  1907.  In  it  you  will  find,  in  better  form  than 
I  can  command,  some  things  I  have  desired  to  say  to  you. 

"The  noblest  of  souls  can  find  full  satisfaction  for  his  best  aspirations  in 
the  sustained  effort  to  do  his  duty  in  the  work  that  lies  at  hand  to  the  utmost 
that  is  in  him.  It  is  the  function  of  education  in  the  highest  sense  to  teach 
him  that  there  are  latent  in  him  possibilities  beyond  what  he  has  dreamed 
of,  and  to  develop  in  him  capacities  of  which,  without  contact  with  the 
highest  learning,  he  had  never  become  aware.  And  so  the  University 
becomes,  at  its  best,  the  place  where  the  higher  ends  of  life  are  made 
possible  of  attainment,  where  the  finite  and  the  infinite  are  found  to  come 
together.  The  wider  our  outlook,  the  more  we  have  assimilated  the  spirit 
of  the  teachers  of  other  nations  and  other  ages  than  our  own,  the  more  will 
the  possibilities  of  action  open  to  us,  and  the  more  real  may  become  the 
choice  of  that  high  aim  of  man,  the  dedicated  life.  We  learn  so  to  avoid 
the  unconscious  devotion  of  our  energies  to  that  for  which  we  are  not  fit, 
and  the  peril  of  falling  unconsciously  into  insincerity  and  unreality  of 
purpose.  We  learn  so  to  choose  the  work  that  is  most  congenial  to  us, 
because  we  find  in  it  what  makes  us  most  keenly  conscious  that  we  are 
bringing  into  actual  existence  the  best  that  lies  latent  in  us." 
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Mr.  GORDON  FIELDS 

Victoria  College  again  has  the  pleasure  of  welcoming  to  its  faculty  one 
of  her  former  students,  Mr.  Gordon  Fields,  who  succeeds  his  sister,  Miss 
Ruth  Fields,  as  assistant  in  Biology  and  Zoology.  He  attended  Victoria 
High  School  and  Victoria  College,  1929-30.  After  working  for  four  years 
at  Spencer's,  he  returned  to  Victoria  College  and  went  on  to  graduate  from 
U.  B.  C.  in  1937.  Since  then  he  has  taken  one  year  of  Education  and  has 
taught  two  years  at  Duncan.  He  is  interested  in  sports — he  plays  Badmin- 
ton and  wishes  he  could  have  played  in  the  College  club  this  year.  We 
know  he  is  very  competent  to  lead  us  through  the  mazes  of  froggie's  insides 
and  we  sincerely  hope  he  will  enjoy  his  work  here. 


Mr.  Farr:  "Now  that's  not  my  theory." 

Mr.  Pettit:  "Man  is  a  living  dynamic  integrated  totality." 

Mr.  Savannah:  "Don't  lithium  do  that,  it's  not  of  his  bismuth. 

Miss  Humphrey:  "This  obdurate  and  stubborn  ignorance." 

Mr.  Hickman:  "La  poo-lay  ett  la  oof." 

Mr.  Wallace:  "This  is  an  interesting  derivation. " 


The  Annual  Board  is  indebted  to: 
Miss  Dorothy  Cruickshank  for  the  generous  help  she  has  given  us. 
Jake  Burland,  Al  Salter,  Kathleen  Mary  Wilson,  Ted  Davis,  Mona  Morley 

and  Willie  Blissett  for  contributions. 


Victoria  College  is  glad  to  have  known: 

FINKY  HUTCHINSON,  for  her  gay  spirits. 
PEGGY  REID,  for  the  microscope. 
AL  SALTER,  for  his  robust  good  cheer. 
All  CO-EDS,  for  making  dull  days  bright. 
RAY  WHITEHOUSE,  for  his  choir. 

Prof.  ELLIOTT,  for  the  best  science  lectures  in  the  world. 


Jtt  Ulrtttonam 

PETER  PIDDINGTON,  R.N. 
PETER  HINCKS,  R.C.A.F. 

These  have  died  that  there  might  be  decency  on 
Earth. 

"At  the  going  down  of  the  sun,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing, we  will  remember  them." 
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EDITORIAL 


This  is  a  strange  editorial. 

Here  we,  of  the  universities,  resolve  ourselves  to  our  allotted  task  of 
study;  and  we  recognize  the  courage  of  youths  like  ourselves  who  defend 
the  frontiers  of  our  faith. 

....  Night  was  on  the  trenches;  overhead,  oh,  so  high,  a  silent  moon 
moved  slowly,  strangely  among  still  clouds.  Trees  were  left  and  they  were 
black;  the  mud  and  water  in  front  glistened.  Flashes  and  sharp  thunder  to 
the  left.  An  officer  paced  the  duckboards.  He  was  very  young;  his  tunic, 
breeches  were  immaculate;  he  flicked  a  booted  leg  with  his  cane  as  he 
walked.  Nineteen,  perhaps,  and  very  young.  He  glanced  at  his  watch. 
Lines  of  hard-bitten  men  beside  him,  waited.  By  the  parapet  ladder  the 
lieutenant  paused,  looked  up  into  the  sky.  There  was  the  fineness  of  all  the 
world  in  his  eyes  and  he  looked  far,  far  into  the  sky.  The  same  moon,  from 
the  same  clouds  shone  on  English  hills  as  on  Sanctuary  Wood  that  night. 
He  smiled,  ever  so  lightly.  Then  turned  and  his  clear  young  voice  rang: 
"FIX  BAYONETS  !" 

*  *  * 

And  or  ever  the  noise  and  smoke  had  gone,  when  the  battlefields  had 
long  been  forgotten,  the  piercing  voice  came  down  the  years:  "  FIX  -  -  - 
BAYONETS  !" 

And  so  I  think  that  is  what  we  do  to-day.  The  zero  hour  has  arrived. 
The  thing  shining  in  that  boy's  eyes,  that  gave  courage  to  be  loved  by  the 
tough  veterans  he  led,  is  sounding  now  in  our  ears  with  clear,  pure  bugle 
notes.  Some  greatness  that  rises  from  hearts  of  people  —  little  people  who 
are  broken;  some  trust  we  hold  coming  from  souls  who  sleep  here  in  our 
sunlit,  Easter-lily  graveyards,  and  over  there,  in  cities  of  ashes;  this  is  the 
strength  within  us. 

Now,  around  the  world,  this  voice  of  centuries  gathers,  swells  in  chorus, 
ever  and  ever,  till  your  being  lifts  to  its  thunderous  symphony  and  above 
the  rolling  of  the  drums — the  beat  of  marching  feet,  you  hear  the  theme  as 
of  ancient  bells  tolling  through  the  dim  vales  of  the  ages.  In  the  sound  is 
the  thunder  of  the  charge  at  Agincourt,  the  glory  of  Plantagenet  is  yours; 
it  is  there  in  the  warrior-song  on  the  lips  of  a  boy-pilot  rocketting  through 
space  in  his  fighter-plane,  in  the  destroyer  attack  at  Namsos,  in  the  hearts 
of  those  who  stayed  at  Dunkerque;  and  when  the  chorus  dies,  in  the  great 
silence  of  your  soul,  something  noble  remains.  It  is  realization  of  the  fine- 
ness of  people — won,  developed  and  cherished  since  life  began.  This  is  the 
courage  flooding  the  hearts  of  those  who  offer  life  in  exchange  that  there 
might  be  content  for  quiet  firesides. 

The  faith  of  plain  people  was  upon  that  boy-officer  at  Sanctuary  Wood — 
and  in  his  moment  HE  ordered:  "  FIX  BAYONETS  !" 

#  *  * 

We  have  confidence  in  ourselves  as  University  students,  and  in  our 
fighting  forces,  and  we  have  the  overwhelming  confidence  of  a  right  cause. 
One  day  we,  too,  shall  attack. 
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COUNCIL  REPORT,  1940-41 

Lord  knows  what  time  Tuesday  nite. 

Dear  Ernie, 

Here  is  the  report  you  asked  for.  Needless  to  say  no  one  will  read  it 
anyway. 

Love,  kisses  and  joyous  felicitations. 

— Your  little  dimpled  darling. 

The  Students'  Council  is  indebted  to  the  Faculty  and  the  Student  Body 
of  Victoria  College  for  helping  and  supporting  in  the  various  activities 
which  have  been  undertaken  during  the  year  1940-41. 

On  behalf  of  the  students  we  should  like  to  welcome  our  new  member  to 
the  Faculty,  Mr.  Fields.  We  hope  that  Mr.  Fields  will  find  his  time  spent 
at  Victoria  College  enjoyable. 

This  year  even  more  of  the  extra-curricular  activities  have  been  curtailed 
than  were  last  year.  Not  only  were  the  Freshman  Initiation  and  the  Varsity 
Invasion  cut  out  of  our  program  but  many  sports  were  limited  as  a  result  of 
the  Military  Training  that  was  started  at  the  College  at  the  beginning  of  the 
Spring  Term.  However,  in  spite  of  these  limitations,  the  year  has  been 
quite  successful. 

We  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  compliment  the  Rugby  Team  on 
winning  the  Kiwanis  Cup. 

The  social  affairs  of  the  College  this  year  started  with  the  Sophomore 
Tea  and  the  Freshman  Dance.  A  short  while  later  in  the  pre-Christmas 
term  the  parents  of  the  students  were  the  guests  of  the  Faculty  and  the 
Council  at  a  reception  held  at  the  College.  The  following  social  functions 
of  the  College  were  conducted  with  the  same  success  as  attended  these. 

The  Council  wishes  to  thank  the  girls  who  organized  and  ran  the  Caf. 
Although  their  efforts  did  not  meet  with  last  year's  success  their  work  was 
no  less  appreciated. 

Financially  the  year  had  been  very  successful.  The  expenses  of  the  year 
just  equal  the  receipts;  there  remains  the  amount  that  was  left  from  last 
year.  Of  this,  half  will  be  donated  to  the  Red  Cross  to  aid  the  War  Effort 
and  half  will  be  forwarded  to  next  year's  Council. 

We  extend  our  best  wishes  to  the  new  Council  for  a  successful  year 
during  1941-42. 

VIVIAN  TEMPLE,  Secretary. 


I  went  up  before  the  faculty, 

And  there  my  teachers  I  did  see; 

They  looked  at  my  marks  all  in  red  ink 

And  plainly  said  that  they  did  stink. 

"Son,"  they  said,  "you  must  leave  this  school, 

You  know  this  to  be  the  rule. 

"But,"  they  added,  "if  $50.00  you  had 

We  will  forget  that  your  marks  are  bad." 

So  all  my  dues  I  did  pay, 

And  now  I  progress  in  the  same  old  way. 

—DON  ANDERSON. 
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INTERNATIONAL  RELATIONS  CLUB 

"To  study  and  understand  the  nations  of  the  earth." 

HOT  RECORD  SOCIETY 

"Swing  comes  to  College.    Long  live  the  Swing." 

SOCIAL  PROBLEMS  CLUB 

"Think  as  Men  of  Action;  Act  as  Men  of  Thought." 

SCIENCE  CLUB 

"To  further  the  Scientific  View  of  all  things." 

LITERARY  ARTS  SOCIETY 

"To  know  the  Art  and  Literature  of  to-day." 

MUSIC  APPRECIATION  SOCIETY 

"To  learn  and  like  the  ever-remembered  works  of  great  musicians." 
STUDENTS'  CHRISTIAN  MOVEMENT 

"To  promote  mutual  understanding  and  fellowship  among  students." 

WOMEN'S  UNDERGRADUATE  SOCIETY 

"To  co-operate  in  doing  our  part  for  the  College  and  for  our  Country." 
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Itrtflria  dnUege 

In  affiliation  with  the  University 
of  British  Columbia 


LOCATED  AT  VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

in  the  heart  of  the  best  residential  section  of  the  City. 
Provides  exceptional  opportunities  to  students  taking 
the  first  two  years  of  the  Arts  or  Commerce  Courses, 
the  work  being  the  same  as  that  of  the  University. 


First  year  in  Arts  is  necessary  for 
those  intending  to  proceed  to 
courses  in  Applied  Science. 


BOARD   OF   SCHOOL  TRUSTEES 
Victoria,  B.C. 
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SOCIAL  REPORT 

Victoria  College  has  enjoyed  a  year  of  outstandingly  successful  social 
functions.  On  the  first  day  of  the  College  year,  the  Students'  Council 
sponsored  a  tea  given  by  the  Second  Year  girls  for  the  Freshmen  girls.  This 
affair,  which  has  become  a  precedent  at  Victoria  College,  was  greatly 
enjoyed  by  everyone  present. 

The  first  week  of  initiation  into  College  life  was  culminated  for  the 
Freshmen  by  the  Annual  Freshman  Dance.  After  looking  the  Freshies  over 
for  a  week,  the  Sophs  now  had  an  opportunity  to  introduce  them  to  College 
social  life.  After  this  evening  was  over  the  Freshmen  were  then  able  to 
make  a  fair  estimate  of  College  life  as  a  whole,  and  it  was  agreed  if  all  social 
functions  were  as  enjoyable  as  the  Freshman  Dance,  then  the  social  side 
deserved  a  high  rating. 

The  next  social  function  took  place  on  a  memorable  day  in  late  October. 
In  the  afternoon  parents  were  introduced  to  the  professors  and  college  ways 
in  general  (including  a  super-colossal  edition  of  the  Mike! — free  plug)  at 
the  Parents'  Reception.  The  Annual  Hard  Times  Dance  was  held  the 
evening  of  that  same  day.  If  its  success  was  directly  proportional  to  the 
noise  created,  then  it  was  an  unprecedented  success.  And  who  of  those  who 
were  fortunate  (?)  enough  to  be  conveyed  in  a  certain  creation  a  la  Salter 
will  ever  forget  that  hectic  ride? 

One  of  the  highlights  of  the  Christmas  season  was  the  College  Christmas 
Dance,  held  in  the  Lower  Lounge  of  the  Empress  Hotel.  The  exams  were 
over  and  everyone  was  feeling  in  the  best  of  spirits — or  is  that  word  a  little 
too  descriptive?  This  dance  was  doubtless  one  of  the  most  eagerly  antici- 
pated of  the  year,  and  no  one  present  could  possibly  have  been  disappointed. 

The  girls  turned  the  tables  on  the  boys  at  the  annual  Co-ed  Dance.  The 
W.  U.  S.  really  worked  hard  to  make  this  dance  a  success.  The  decorating 
committee  achieved  an  effect  so  brilliant — by  means  of  red  and  white  hearts 
and  balloons — that  even  Mr.  McMinn  was  moved  to  make  a  favorable  com- 
ment on  the  result. 

One  of  the  major  social  functions  —  the  Annual  Awards  Banquet  and 
Dance — was  held  at  the  end  of  March.  Hilarious  (?)  jokes  and  cigars  were 
enjoyed  by  a  large  proportion  of  the  guests  (the  rest  decline  comment). 
The  guests  of  honour,  the  team  members,  were  presented  with  major  or 
minor  awards  in  recognition  of  their  services.  The  dance,  which  was  held 
in  the  Lower  Lounge  of  the  Empress  Hotel,  was  voted  a  complete  success. 
This  in  large  part  was  due  to  renditions  made  by  Jimmy  Miller's  very  popu- 
lar orchestra. 

As  we  go  to  press,  the  Sophomore  Dance  has  not  yet  taken  place. 
However,  if  it  compares  with  the  social  functions  which  have  already  been 
enjoyed,  it  will  be  a  fitting  climax  to  a  very  successful  social  year. 

— B.  SMITH. 
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'Time,  you  old  gypsy  man, 
Will  you  not  stay? 

Put  up  your  caravan 
Just  for  one  day." 


'Yet  Ah,  that  Spring  should  vanish  with  the  Rose! 
That  Youth's  sweet-scented  manuscript  should  close! 
The  nightingale  that  in  the  branches  sang 
Ah,  whence,  and  whither  flown  again,  who  knows?" 
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COLLEGE  GIRL,  1941 

In  her  is  the  end  of  breeding. 

Her  boredom  is  exquisite  and  excessive. 

She  would  like  someone  to  speak  to  her 

And  is  almost  afraid  that  I  will  commit  that  indiscretion." 


"If  we  have  got  der  dollars 
We  collar  da  girl  from  Schmidt. 
But  if  Schmidt  haf  got  der  dollars 
He  collars  da  girl,  der  mit." 
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TWO  COLLEGE  BOYS 

T  have  loved 

Three  whole  days  together, 
And  am  like  to  love  three  more 
If  it  prove  fair  weather." 


"Maid  of  Stephens,  ere  we  part 
Give,  oh  give  me  back  my  heart! 
Or  since  that  has  left  my  breast, 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest." 
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The  time  has  gone  quiekly  for  us  at  Victoria 
College,  but  we  have  found  our  stay  here  one  of  the 
profitable  experiences  of  our  lives.  We  have  tasted 
the  joys  of  learning  and  comradeship.  We  have 
had  the  privilege  of  associating  closely  with  a  group 
of  brilliant  men  and  women.  We  have  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  wonders  of  the  world  which  are 
levealed  by  work  and  study.  We  have  learned  to 
appreciate  the  fact  that  we  live  in  a  democracy 
where  these  things  are  not  denied  us. 

The  time  has  gone  quickly  because  our  stay  has 
been  a  pleasant  one.  The  memory  of  our  many 
friends  and  the  happy  hours  spent  with  them  make 
it  difficult  for  us  to  move  on.  We  are  sure  that 
wherever  we  may  go  we  will  always  remember 
Victoria  College. 

—PETER  HENDERSON. 
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JOHN  F.  B.  AMSDEN 

To  be  known  henceforward  as  the  man  who  read  "The 
Bride  of  Lammermoor"  six  (6)  times.  A  witty  little 
lad  in  spite  of  it  all,  as  attested  by  the  large  and 
hilarious  confetti  duel  he  staged  in  the  library  with 
Ray. 


JOHN  APPLEBY 

"Got  a  ping-pong  ball?"  This  seems  to  be  John's  war- 
cry,  or  most  certainly  should  be  since  he  seems  to 
have  an  uncanny  knack  in  handling  the  little  ball. 


HOWARD  B.  BARNETT 

Howie,  the  genius  of  the  French  Club,  both  in  conver- 
sation and  singing,  has  quite  a  chequered  career.  Has 
taught  school  for  two  years,  is  specializing  in  music 
and  does  all  his  studying  at  College. 


WILLIAM  F.  BLISSETT 

Although  an  exhibitor  of  staggering  intellect  at  ex- 
ams time,  and  a  leading  light  of  the  S.  P.  C,  Willie 
can  still  exhibit  human,  kindly  qualities  which  endear 
him  to  all  he  condescends  to  talk  with  in  locker-room 
or  library.  As  I  see  him  now  he  is  sitting  in  a  library 
corner  reading  between  the  lines  of  ponderous  tomes 
of  Chinese  literature. 


JUNE  A.  BYROM 

June  will  just  have  to  move  out  of  the  College  this 
year,  as  there  are  no  more  books  left  in  the  library 
that  she  hasn't  read.  Under  that  care-free  exterior, 
June  has  real  literary  ability. 


LORRAINE  CARRUTHERS 

She  is  a  super  basketball  player  and  the  main  scorer 
for  the  College  girls.  As  for  her  studies,  she  works 
very  hard  in  the  Zoo  lab.  We  hear  she  is  going  to  be 
a  nurse. 
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CHARLIE  COOPER 

Ginger-haired  and  of  noble,  solemn  mien.  Ah!  but 
W.  Charles  Cooper,  strong  man — affectionately  called 
Charlie — treads  those  mystic  ethereal  paths  in  the  90% 
realms  and  sits  in  the  seats  of  the  mighty. 


JOYCE  DALZIEL 

A  very  poised  young  sophisticate  with  a  remarkable 
supply  of  brain  power  and  (incidentally)  an  enviable 
wardrobe.  She  is  a  very  conscientious  and  well-liked 
student  who  is  bound  to  go  far. 


GERTRUDE  DEAN 

Gert  is  a  nice  fella;  sort  of  "was  never  a  face  so 
pleased  my  mind."  And  best  of  all  to  jaded  sophs  she 
is  ever  willing  to  oblige  with  answers  in  French 
lectures. 


HELEN  DIXON 

A  gal  who  has  what  it  takes.  A  good  student,  and  a 
willing  participant  in  all  major  crimes  of  the  Women's 
Underhand  Society  (such  as  using  do-nuts  as  bribes 
for  dishwashing).  But  believe  it  or  not,  Lennie  is 
soon  to  become  a  dignified  school  marm.  Her  pupils 
will  love  that  giggle! 


ED.  EBERLEIN 

Among  the  Fernie  invaders  this  term  is  Ed.,  who 
wears  logging  boots  on  military  training  and  learns 
more  ice  hockey  in  English  classes  than  Miss  Hum- 
phrey dreams  of. 


JEAN  ELLIOTT 

Jean  is  the  typical  English  honor  student  in  spite  of  a 
babyish  smile.  She  reads  everything,  and  is  well  on 
the  way  to  completion  of  her  first  book  of  poems. 
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DON  FIELDS 

Four  things  interest  an  interesting  person:  being 
president  of  Lit.  Scientific,  playing  ruggah  and  basket- 
ball, wooing  the  distracting  Betty.  All  of  these  all 
College  boys  should  do,  and  do  do,  but  with  never  the 
same  success. 


MARY  FLANAGAN 

Mary  had  a  little  fish, 

Also  a  little  pussy; 
The  only  thing  that  she  could  wish 

Is  that  they  weren't  so  mussy. 
Although  the  clams  weren't  quite  so  bad, 
They  didn't  have  what  "Eugenie"  had. 


GWEN  GIBBS 

A  popular  College  mermaid  (yes,  there  really  are  such 
critters).  Gwennie  takes  an  active  interest  in  all 
worthwhile  College  activities.  Can  be  seen  at  any 
College  rugby  game  urging  the  old  school  on  to 
victory.    "But  that  picture  still  doesn't  look  like  me." 


ERIC  GILL 

A  normal  decent  guy  who  hates  French  enough  to  be 
friendly  with  everyone;  his  calm  is  a  respite  amongst 
many  happy-go-lucky  hat  on  back-of-head  College 
boys. 


JOAN  GILL 

A  sweet  maid,  with  gentle  eyes,  soft  hair,  and  an  18th 
century  drawing-room  blush.  Ah!  but  there  is  wisdom 
and  verve  in  this  editor  of  many  school  magazines, 
this  ping-pong  champ,  cafeteer  College-girl,  1941! 


FELICITY  GRANT 

A  young  lady  who  is  often  pictured  by  Mr.  Pettit  as 
being  chased  by  a  bear  —  for  demonstration  purposes 
only,  you  understand.  However,  she  seems  to  bear  up 
under  the  strain — in  fact,  she  is  a  living  dynamo  of 
energy.  Probably  one  of  the  few  individuals  who 
have  not  yet  caught  the  dread  "sophomoritis." 
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JACK  HARPER 

As  chairman  of  the  business  committee  of  this  Annual, 
Harper  will  doubtless  resort  to  blackmail  to  prevent 
spread  of  scandal  concerning  one  Mr.  John  Harper. 
A  hard-working  student  who  will  probably  crack 
under  the  strain  of  4-unit  course. 


PETER  HENDERSON 

Sure  of  hand,  steady  of  eye,  this  blunt  fearless  man 
has  guided  our  destiny  for  this  year.  To  us,  Pete;  to 
history,  Peter  the  Great. 


RAY  HOLLINS 

Here  at  least  was  one  staunch  supporter  of  the  Caf. 
At  fairly  regular  intervals  Ray  comes  out  with  some 
very  original  and  witty  remarks — in  French,  too! 


AGNES  HOPE 

Together  with  Mr.  Hickman,  Agnes  supplied  us  with 
those  delightful  noon  hour  programs  of  recorded 
music  (NOT  the  Hot  Record  Club).  Just  for  the  fun 
of  it,  Nan  is  taking  four  languages,  counting  English. 


HILDA  HUGHES 

Mr.  Biaggini's  influence  forbids  us  to  say  "Silence  is 
golden,"  but  when  the  quiet  one  has  a  really  pleasing- 
personality,  and  wears  clean  saddle  shoes,  don't  you 
think  that  "golden"  is  a  fitting  word? 


HAZEL  HUTCHINSON 

A  very  busy  young  lady  who  is  active  in  all  phases  of 
college  life,  and  still  finds  time  to  belong  to  the 
Society  of  Screwballs,  alias  "Fink,"  Hal,"  "Gin"  and 
"Brandy.''  Finky  is  girls'  sports  rep.  on  the  Council, 
secretary  of  the  I.  R.  C,  cafeteer,  Mike  columnist 
("Here  n'  There"),  history  expert  and  swimmer.  In 
fact,  Co-ed  Ideal. 


MILDRED  IRWIN 

Very  likely  to  go  off  into  hysterical  laughter  in  the 
middle  of  an  enlightening  discourse  in  psychology — 
usually  followed  by  profuse  blushing.  When  she  is 
late  coming  into  an  Ec.  lecture,  everybody,  including 
Mr.  Farr,  forgets  the  question  being  asked. 


PAT  IZARD 

A  little  man  with  a  big  voice  and,  as  he  requests  every- 
one's notice,  big  muscles.  He  is  seen  emerging  from 
a  mountain  pool  where  he  climaxed  a  wild  night  by 
pursuing  an  untamed,  blondly  -  beautiful  woodland 
nymph. 


RON  JEUNE 

College  students  have  great  respect  for  those  who 
have  taught  in  country  schools.  So  we,  who  remem- 
ber the  teachers  who  set  our  feet  along  this  stumbling- 
path  with  many  a  helping  hand,  know  how  it  is  Ronnie 
developed  that  master  golf-stroke. 


PAM  JONES 

A  sophomoristicated  dark-haired  girl  with  elfin  eyes 
and  a  way  of  laughing  at  Mr.  Pettit  saying:  "Man  is  a 
dynamic  organism." 


WALTER  KNOTTS 

A  man  who  is  going  in  for  English  honors,  where  he 
is  sure  to  attain  success.  But  his  activities  are  not 
confined  to  academics,  for  he  can  defeat  all  comers  on 
the  tennis  court.  Mr.  Knotts  eternally  searches  for 
that  elusive  ping-pong  ball. 


ERIC  LEWIS 

Remember  the  little  boy  who  sat  in  front  of  you  in 
grade-school  and  got  his  numberwork  right  when  no 
one  else  did?  Well,  that  was  Eric,  our  Eric,  school- 
ma-an  and  mathematician. 


(27) 


HAZEL  H.  LIVINGSTONE-LEARMONTH 

Hazel  took  her  Senior  Matric  last  year  and  is  now  up 
at  College  taking  most  of  the  subjects  over  again.  A 
charming  little  girl  who  leads  a  large  part  of  her  social 
life  during  lectures. 


GEORGE  LOW 

A  slender  brown-eyed  youngster  with  an  aptitude  for 
good  averages.  He  is  a  martyr  to  the  cause  of  training 
for  College  boys;  he  is  a  confirmed  jivester;  he's  "one 
of  the  boys." 


COLIN  LUCAS 

Wanted  by  Mr.  Lucas  (alias  "Clambake"),  a  solution 
of  the  problem  of  where  to  put  said  Mr.  Lucas'  feet 
during  Ec.  lectures.  Mr.  Robbins,  Coly  and  John 
Milton  differ  on  several  points.  "What's  the  point  in 
that,  sir  .  .  .?"     P.S. — Gentlemen  prefer  blondes. 


JOHN  MACPHERSON 

One  of  the  few  people  who  can  eat  do-nuts  and  play 
a  good  game  of  table  tennis  at  the  same  time.  Maybe 
badminton  and  tennis  help  him  here.  He's  kind  of 
pretty,  think  the  girls. 


james  a.  McAllister 

A  certain  professor  keeps  mentioning,  quite  erron- 
eously and  Heaven  knows  why,  that  Jim  is  going  to 
be  a  minister.  It  just  isn't  so.  Jim  is  one  of  these  ex- 
ham  radio-bugs,  but  he  will  probably  wind  up  as  a 
teacher  of  classics. 


VERNON  McMAHON 

Among  every  group  of  College  boys  is  one,  a  blond 
boy  with  wise,  wise  eyes  and  a  deep,  cracked  voice, 
who  makes  sage,  listless  comments  on  life  as  he  sits 
in  the  sun.    This  is  Vern. 
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ERNEST  McMINN 

An  Indecent  Exposure.  Sir  Ernie  the  Great,  Coeur  de 
Lion,  the  outstanding  personality  of  the  year.  He  is 
the  "golden  boy  of  Craigdarroch  Legends,"  the  ancient 
philosopher,  a  gagman,  a  poet,  man  of  seven  courses, 
a  lover  of  women,  a  scholarship  student,  the  Regimen- 
tal Sergeant-major,  the  brilliant  young  editor  of  The 
Annual,  the  dissipated  Soph,  the  scienceman,  the  bo- 
hemian,  the  rugby  scrum  leader,  the  poet,  the  re-maker 
of  society.  He  is  vain,  quarrelsome,  untidy,  nasty 
tongued,  puts  on  an  act  and  has  delusions  of  grandeur. 


ian  Mcpherson 

Hard  -  to  -  get  McPherson  has  been  called  that  "mis- 
chievous little  boy"  and  nicknamed  Spanky.  Little 
did  they  know.  Never  fair  lady  but  she  has  longed 
for  the  attention  of  this  devil,  this  roue.  Little  did 
they  know.  He  loves  a  good  cigar  and  a  tankard  of 
ale.  No  one  more  popular  than  Spank — heller,  gentle- 
man and  brat. 


HARVEY  P.  MICKLESON 

Just  goes  to  show  you  what  a  couple  of  years  teaching 
in  the  wilds  of  B.  C.  will  do  for  a  man.  Harve  is 
keeping  up  the  Mickleson  record  of  attendance  at 
Victoria  College  while  Cecil  is  out  doing  the  teaching. 


BILL  "MO"  MILBURN 

Was  there  ever  a  knight  like  this  Lochinvar?  No, 
said  Spanky,  there  was  Eenie,  Meenie  and  Minie  but 
no  Mo.  Such  is  Mo,  who  invites  you  to  join  the  mob 
and  hang  out  at  "Mo's  Place." 


MONA  R.  MORLEY 

Mona  is  a  promising  artist,  and  the  active  president  of 
the  S.  C.  M.,  but  is  more  noted  for  her  witty  sallies 
in  the  library  and  in  German  lectures. 


JEAN  MURDOCH 

A  proof  that  pers6fiali,ty-plus  comes  in  small  packages. 
Poor  Jeannie  is  frequently  threatened  by  Mr.  Pettit 
with  being  strung'  to  the  flagpole  for  the  unforgivable 
sin  of  talking  iri  the  library.  Favorite  expression: 
"Whatta-y'-think,'  Gibbs  ?" 
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GORDON  NEWBERRY 

Tall  and  sort  of  nicely  rough.  He  has  the  quizzical 
humorous  smile  of  a  kid  who  comes  here  to  work  and 
yet  is  everyone's  pal. 


MARYAN  PETERSON 

My  dear!  As  one  of  the  four  females  in  Ec.  10,  she 
considers  the  subject  "rather  fascinating  in  a  revolt- 
ing sort  of  way."  Maryan  can't  wait  for  the  day 
when  she  can  get  "over  there"  to  drive  her  ambu- 
lance. 


ROBERT  A.  PRICE 

Rube  is  the  kindly  native  who  coaches  the  girls  bas- 
ketball team.  Also  the  girls.  He  seems  to  have  run 
into  a  little  trouble  lately.  His  story  is  it  happened 
in  a  rugby  game,  but  Vivian  confessed  that  she  dunnit. 
These  councillors! 


AGNES  PROUDFOOT 

Distinguished  herself  by  partaking  in  a  debate  at 
U.  B.  C.  One  of  the  most  popular  of  sophettes,  Agnes 
has  a  gift  for  making  friends.  Also  noted  for  her 
form  in  English. 

"A  form  more  fair,  a  face  more  sweet, 
Ne'er  hath  it  been  my  lot  to  meet." 


LARRY  PROWD 

This  is  a  truly  great  man.  Mighty  in  discussions, 
fearless  in  love,  owl-wise  behind  those  specs;  he  could 
say  with  philosophical  satisfaction  where  the  Stephens 
girls  went  that,  this,  like  the  song,  was  a  fine  romance. 


PEGGY  REID 

Not  even  the  measles  will  keep  Peggy  down.  As 
cornerstone  and  editor  of  this  year's  Mike,  she  is  in- 
dispensable. Would  brighten  the  heart  of  the  most 
confirmed  pessimist.  Essendale  has  never  yet  known 
to  be  discouraged,  which  is  some  sort  of  a  record  for 
a  college  student. 
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JAMES  A.  R.  ROBINSON 

Jim,  his  friendly  grin  and  his  little  box  of  cough-drops, 
are  consistent  denizens  of  the  library.  The  1:1  ratio 
(of  boys  to  girls)  at  College  doesn't  give  Jim  quite 
enough  scope,  so  he's  off  to  Normal  School  next  year, 
where,  they  tell  us,  it's  4:1. 


HOWARD  ROWEBOTTOM 

The  kid  brother  who  holds  the  purse  strings.  A  quiet 
kid  with  a  sassy  tongue  in  argument;  and  that  kind  of 
college  boy  who  will  one  day  sit  behind  a  desk  and 
give  jobs  to  other  college  boys. 


LORNE  ROWEBOTTOM 

There  is  always  a  Lome  in  any  college  classroom.  He 
is  the  bane  of  all  teachers  who  have  anything  to  fear 
from  questions.  "Only  the  brave  deserve  the  hair," 
says  he.  Talk  about  anything  anytime  anywhere  and 
anyhow  except  in  French. 


TOM  SALLOWAY 

A  dark  handsome  devil  with  a  delicate  taste  in  girl- 
friends. He  says  little  but  knows  all  a  good  college 
boy  should  know;  he  studies,  but  not  to  a  disgusting 
degree;  gals  say  he's  got  everything — meaning  he  has 
what  rumor  has  when  rumor  has  it. 


AL  SALTER 

The  saltiest  kid  in  town  who  would  be,  if  he  were 
younger,  a  brat.  He  shouts  too  much  to  be  ever 
downhearted.  He  knows  everybody,  goes  everywhere, 
does  everything  and  always  shouting.  He  can't  whistle 
so  he  hangs  a  sign  on  the  car:  "Should  there  be  a 
Cinderella,  looking  for  a  steady  fella.  .  .  ." 


V.  NORMAN  R.  SEWELL 

Vincent  Norman  Rockwell  found  this  year,  as  usual, 
that  his  eyes  were  bigger  than  his  stomach  when  he 
started  to  take  a  full  course.  There'll  come  a  year, 
though,  he  vows,  when  he'll  pass  French  II.  In  the 
meantime  his  witty  repartee  and  ghastly  chuckle  are 
important  features  of  the  library. 
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BRENDA  SMITH 

Alias  Brandy,  Kissyface,  or  Slim  —  take  your  choice. 
She  works  feverishly  for  the  W.  U.  S.,  but  the  Caf  had 
to  close  up.  We'll  let  you  in  on  a  little  secret  and  tell 
you  she  is  going  to  be  a  nurse. 


GORDON  STAMFORD 

Gordon  is  never  communicative;  he  comes  to  College 
to  learn  something;  he  takes  work  and  play  seriously; 
he  can  never  be  anything  but  a  success. 


JOHN  SWAINSON 

Is  thinking  of  adjourning  to  Missouri  after  seeing  a 
certain  delegation  of  young  ladies.  The  stern  Keeper 
of  the  Funds,  before  whom  all  tremble  (perhaps  he  is 
just  getting  in  practice  for  a  teaching  profession). 
But  John  is  a  man  with  a  sterling  heart — just  witness 
his  benevolent  treatment  of  "Gussie." 


VIVIAN  E.  M.  TEMPLE 

Our  popular  assistant  librarian  and  secretary  of  the 
Students'  Council.  Whenever  a  "knotty  problem" 
arises,  Vivian  is  always  ready  with  a  smile  and  a  solu- 
tion. She  is  also  accomplished,  intellectual,  and 
eminent,  she  says. 


ELSIE  VANTREIGHT 

Gordon  Head  is  famous  for  many  things,  and  one  of 
them  is  our  lovely  blonde  Elsie.  The  remarkable 
success  of  the  Co-ed  this  year  was  due  to  her  work  as 
head  of  the  decoration  committee. 


AL  VEY 

Al  is  becoming  an  institution  around  here;  he'll  do 
most  things  for  you — take  an  afternoon  off  for  a  movie 
or  turn  out  for  the  rugby  time;  but  he  is  happiest 
when  standing  gleefully  in  the  Palace  de  Stinks  before 
a  fuming  mess  of  hydrogen-sulphide. 
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ENID  WEST 

Portrait  of  a  successful  woman — decently  intelligent 
and  quiet,  but  there  can  be  no  one  from  Alberni  that 
is  not  friendly  and  gay  and  a  pal. 


BILL  WESTWOOD 

Gave  up  a  career  on  the  rugby  field  for  one  of  hard 
work,  and  he's  now  in  the  second  year  of  it.  He  sits 
in  silent  contempt  during  English  hours,  but  is  one 
who  can  even  put  his  mind  to  becoming  a  soldier 
twice  a  week. 


NORMAN  WILLIS 

Norm  gives  his  brains  a  workout  at  school,  and  prac- 
tises gymnastics  at  night.  He  can  be  a  real  friend  as 
well  as  the  most  promising  second  year  student. 


KATHLEEN  M.  WILSON 

One  of  England's  gifts  to  Victoria  College,  Kay  has 
more  energy  than  any  two  people  we  ever  met. 
Besides  taking  three  sciences  and  filling  the  position 
of  lab.  assistant,  she  looks  after  two  little  refugees  at 
home. 


TOM  MOORE 

Studious,  intelligent,  but  with  a  look  of  quiet  humor 
in  those  eyes. 
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GEORGE  BURLAND 

Is  looking  forward  to  the  day  when  he  will  move  to  Oak  Bay.  A  mem- 
ber of  the  rugby  team,  "Curly"  gets  along  very  well  in  spite  of  the  fact 
he  has  never  paid  for  ?.  dough-nut.  An  accomplice  in  the  formulating 
of  that  column  in  the  Mike  which  goes  by  Estee  Geebee  (in  case  you 
didn't  know,  Funny-man  Burland  is  the  G.  B.  poet). 


FRANK  HOLMES 

Up  until  Christmas  Sherlock  was  a  loyal  member  of  the  student  body, 
but  yearning  for  more  exciting  things  than  the  love  affair  of  Eugenie, 
he  joined  the  Royal  Canadian  Air  Force. 


MARGARET  F.  JAMIESON 

Margaret  came  all  the  way  from 
should  be  done.  This  sunny  little 
partners  (i.e.,  had  the  courage  to 


Scotland  to  show  us  just  how  French 
gal  is  also  one  of  Mr.  Black's  sparring- 
take  Latin  II.). 


EVELYN  LETTICE 

We  like  people  who  are  sure  of  themselves  and  of  the  work  they  do; 
we  like  people  who  are  always  nice,  who  make  a  good  friend.  And  so 
we  like  Evelyn. 


JEAN  MITCHELL 

Jean  was  with  us  for  half  a  year  and  then  left  to  enter  training  in  the 
Vancouver  General  Hospital.  Even  though  she  only  took  one  subject, 
we  miss  her  over  here. 


NANEEN  STEPHENS 

English  girl  with  a  touch  of  the  aristocrat,  who  is  delighted  to  leave  the 
terrible  grind  of  her  one  subject  to  lead  the  boys  away  from  the  path 
of  scholarship. 
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Buy  B.  G.  Products 


"Buy  B.  C.  Products"  was  never  merely  a  sentiment. 
It  was  always  sound  economics. 

With  the  Empire  at  War,  it  becomes  more  than  that 
.  .  .  it  becomes  a  patriotic  duty.  Every  dollar  spent  at 
home,  where  a  dollar  is  still  a  dollar,  helps  the  War 
Effort,  and  helps  you  too. 

This  War  has  made  us  realize  how  very  fortunate  we 
are  in  being  able  to  live  so  extensively  on  our  own 
resources.  By  far  the  major  portion  of  our  domestic 
needs  .  .  .  fruits,  foodstuffs,  textiles,  boots  and  shoes,  to 
name  only,  a  few  .  .  .  can  be  supplied  by  our  own  farms 
and  factories. 

British  Columbia  thrives  by  its  Industries.  Encourage 
the  British  Columbia  producer  to  develop  and  expand. 
There  is  no  doubt  that  the  cessation  of  hostilities  will 
bring  a  lively  movement  of  capital  and  population  to 
British  Columbia.  Help  to  make  it  an  attractive  field 
for  new  enterprise  by  supporting  and  building  up  our 
existing  industries. 


BUY  B.  C.  PRODUCTS 


Trade 


PARLIAMENT  BUILDINGS,  VICTORIA 


E.  G.  ROWEBOTTOM, 

Deputy  Minister. 


Hon.  W.  J.  ASSELSTINE, 

Minister. 
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U.B.C.  — A  WORLD  IN  ITSELF 

From  the  lofty  pinnacles  of  Victoria  College  to  the  sun-drenched  campus 
of  the  Uuiversity  of  British  Columbia,  it's  some  75  miles  as  the  seagull  flies. 
When  next  September  rolls  around,  there'll  be  several  dozen  Victoria 
College  students  on  their  way  to  U.  B.  C. 

You  say  good-bye  wistfully  to  the  red  slate  roofs  and  stone  facades  of 
the  old  castle,  and  as  the  bus  drops  you  with  a  none-too-friendly  thump  in 
the  heart  of  the  campus  you  have  the  lost  feeling  of  a  stranger  in  a  big  city. 
It's  pretty  hard  to  find  a  handful  of  students  from  Victoria  in  a  jostling 
throng  of  2,500  undergraduates. 

But  as  the  days  and  months  begin  to  click  by,  the  campus  grows  smaller 
— and  friendlier.  The  white-capped  mountains  which  hem  in  the  city  seem 
to  wink  at  you  from  their  posts  across  the  Gulf  of  Georgia;  "Varsity,"  the 
campus  mascot,  pushes  his  cold  muzzle  into  your  outstretched  palm;  the 
bus  driver  nods  a  greeting  to  you  as  you  climb  aboard  in  the  cold  grey  hours 
of  the  morning,  intent  on  making  your  8.30  lecture. 

Slowly  you  are  becoming  part  of  the  campus. 

The.  hard  thing  about  starting  out  at  University  is  that  one  doesn't  know 
quite  where  to  begin.  Especially  is  this  true  of  U.  B.  C.'s  100  odd  clubs  and 
organizations.  Some  of  them  are  open  to  all  who  care  to  join;  for  others, 
special  qualifications  are  needed. 

The  main  thing  to  remember  is  this:  Don't  make  the  mistake  of  joining 
too  many.  The  majority  of  freshmen  let  their  enthusiasm  run  away  with 
them  when  they  first  arrive,  and  commence  frantically  to  sign  up  for  every 
club  on  the  campus.  It's  better  to  join  one  or  two  clubs  in  which  you  are 
sincerely  interested,  and  do  an  effective  job,  than  to  join  half  a  dozen 
oi  ganizations,  and  do  an  incomplete  job  in  each  of  them. 

U.  B.  C.'s  literary  and  scientific  organizations  cover  a  wide  field,  and  are 
in  many  cases  as  valuable  in  preparing  the  student  for  a  vocation  as  are  the 
lectures  he  attends. 

If  you're  musically  inclined,  there's  the  Musical  Society  with  its  annual 
production,  the  Varsitv  Dance  Orchestra  which  plays  a  large  part  in  Univer- 
sity affairs,  or  the  Varsity  Band  which  is  now  a  military  unit. 

Would-be  Thespians  should  try  out  for  the  aristocratic  Player's  Club, 
which  presents  a  number  of  plays  during  the  year;  budding  orators  will  find 
excellent  scope  in  the  Parliamentary  Forum  or  Law  Society;  potential 
announcers  can  join  the  Radio  Society,  which  presents  weekly  broadcasts. 

The  Mammooks,  campus  service  club,  offers  plenty  of  opportunity  for 
prospective  cheer  leaders  and  masters  of  ceremonies.  The  Student  Christian 
Movement,  Varsity  Christian  Union  and  Newman  Club  provide  an  oppor- 
tunity for  a  study  of  Christianity  to-day  as  well  as  giving  scope  for  social 
activity.  The  Social  Problems  Club  is  an  excellent  medium  for  discussing 
modern  political  and  social  trends. 

Students  with  a  literary  or  journalistic  bent  should  make  their  way  to 
the  offices  of  the  Publications  Board,  where  they  can  work  as  reporters  on 
the  Ubyssey  or  as  feature  editors  on  The  Totem.  Amateur  photographers 
will  also  find  a  full-time  job  awaiting  them  on  both  these  publications. 

If  you're  a  scienceman  you'll  have  to  cut  club  work  to  a  minimum,  but 
there  should  still  be  room  in  you're  curriculum  for  it.  There  are  several 
excellent  scientific  discussion  clubs  which  will  aid  your  studies  and  help 
you  to  widen  your  circle  of  acquaintances. 

Before  plotting  your  academic  course,  it's  always  a  good  idea  to  consult 
a  U.  B.  C.  student  who  knows  the  ropes.  The  University  Calendar  is  an 
estimable  little  volume,  but  it  can  never  hope  to  give  you  information  on 
the  personalities  who  deliver  the  lectures,  or  upon  their  relative  value  to 
the  student. 
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U.  B.  C.  —  A  World  in  Itself  (continued) 

With  military  training  taking  six  to  ten  hours  of  the  male  under- 
graduate's time  weekly,  extra-curricular  activities  have  been  curtailed — but 
not  abolished.  The  beautiful  new  students'  Union  Building,  Brock  Hall,  is 
the  centre  for  all  club  and  social  activities  on  the  campus.  Beautifully  fur- 
nished, it  is  open  from  8.30  a.m.  until  10  p.m.  for  study  and  recreation. 
Every  other  Saturday  there's  an  inexpensive  mixer  dance  in  the  main  hall. 
Most  club  functions  are  held  here. 

The  University  is  a  mighty  force  in  shaping  your  life  in  the  future.  Like 
a  miniature  city,  it  is  a  world  by  itself.  Many  of  the  problems  of  later  life 
can  be  encountered  on  a  smaller  scale  on  the  campus.    Go  to  Varsity. 

—PIERRE  BERTON. 

(Photos  by  Bill  Grand,  Ubyssey  photographer) 
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SPORTS,  1940-41 

This  year,  sports  at  the  College  were  far  more  successful  than  in  recent 
years,  although  there  has  been  no  Swimming  Club  or  Soccer  Team  in  action. 
The  men's  rugby  and  basketball  team  were  especially  successful,  carrying 
oft  top  honors  in  their  respective  fields.  The  main  trouble  with  every  team 
this  year  seemed  to  be  the  lack  of  a  proper  coach.  It  was  necessary  for 
members  of  the  teams  to  take  over  these  duties  which  they  handled  very 
well,  but  did  not  have  the  necessary  time  or  extra  energy  required  to  fill 
two  positions  at  once. 

The  athletic  representatives,  Hazel  Hutchinson  and  Rube  Price,  have 
taken  an  active  interest  in  the  sports  activities  and  the  welfare  of  the 
players.  Due  to  Hazel's  efforts  the  girls'  basketball  team  was  kept  running 
smoothly,  and  as  long  as  the  council  funds  kept  up,  Rube  faithfully  supplied 
the  boys  with  lemons  at  half-time. 

This  season  the  College  had  some  of  the  finest  soccer  material  in  many 
years,  but  the  Military  Training  Plan  made  it  impossible  to  obtain  games, 
so  the  team  was  disbanded. 

Two  6-man  American  football  teams  were  organized  early  in  the  first 
term,  but  played  only  one  game. 

—GRAEME  SCOTT. 


RUGBY 

Victoria  College    0 — University  School  6. 
Victoria  College    6 — University  School  9. 
Victoria  College  17 — Shawnigan  0. 
Victoria  College  21 — Oak  Bay  Wanderers  0. 
Victoria  College    3— R.  C.  A.'  F.  0. 
Victoria  College    8 — University  School  8. 
Victoria  College    3— R.  C.  A.  F.  0. 
Victoria  College    0 — Victoria  High  0. 

The  team's  record  for  the  season  is  a  favorable  one  and  is  as  follows: 
Won  5,  lost  2,  tied  1;  scored  64  points  and  23  points  scored  against. 

Although  the  boys  got  off  to  a  poor  start,  losing  the  first  two  games  to 
a  strong  University  School  squad,  they  were  not  beaten  once  in  the  last  six 
games.  The  team  practised  hard  and  conscientiously  at  numerous  early 
morning  and  afternoon  sessions,  and  even  during  noon  hour. 

The  team  finished  the  season  in  a  blaze  of  glory,  regaining  the  Kiwanis 
Cup  in  an  epic  battle.  In  this  exciting  encounter  the  College  blanked 
Victoria  High  School  6  to  0.  The  College  team  found  this  game  so  easy, 
in  fact,  that  Gordie  MacDonald  crossed  the  opposition's  goal  line  three 
times  and  didn't  even  bother  to  touch  the  ball  down.  Izard  and  Treherne 
scored  the  points  that  brought  the  coveted  mug  back  to  the  College. 


CARMICHAEL  -°-  Silversmiths 

MAKERS  OF  THE  FINEST  SILVERWARE  IN  CANADA 
Trophies    -    Badges    -    Buttons  Tea  Sets    -    Trays    -  Bowls 

1023  Fort  Street  Victoria,  B.  C. 


RUGBY 

Back  row  (left  to  right) :  Swainson,  Sutherland -Brown,  Fields.    Third  :  Treherne, 
Whitehouse,  Monckton,  Izard,    Second  :  Baxter,  Borland,  Thomson  (captain), 
Perrins.  Bishop.    Front :  Boak.  Tones,    Absent :  McDonald,  Mr.Minn  
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PLAYER  PATTER 

Sandy  Thomson,  Captain — Good  distance  kicker  with  plenty  of  knowledge 
of  the  game.  Sandy  directs  his  team  well  from  the  field  and  has  worked 
very  hard  to  whip  the  team  into  shape. 

George  Baxter — the  best  wing  on  the  team.  This  stocky  lad  is  fast  and  a 
fine  tackier. 

George  Burland — witnessed  his  first  rugby  game  just  last  term  as  a  player, 
and  has  picked  it  up  very  quickly. 

Ray  Whitehouse — plays  a  steady  game  at  stand-off,  to  which  position  he  is 
especially  suited. 

Gordon  MacDonald  —  one  of  the  outstanding  players.  A  fast,  especially 
good,  broken  field  runner  and  a  very  valuable  kicker. 

Tommy  Treherne — plays  a  good  game  at  scrum-half.  Turned  in  a  fine  per- 
formance for  Kiwanis  Cup  game. 

Don  Fields — the  best  tackier  on  the  team.  Although  light,  is  wiry  and  has 
plenty  of  fight  in  him. 

Johnny  Boak  —  a  clever,  "heady"  player.  Very  tricky  broken  -  field  runner 
and  good  ball  handler. 

Ernie  McMinn,  Vice-Captain — the  leader  and  driving  force  of  the  forwards. 
Always  right  up  on  the  ball  and  never  lets  up.  He  keeps  up  the  spirit 
and  morale  of  the  team  with  his  quaint  and  colorful  expressions. 

Pat  Izard — "Smoky"  played  a  fine  scrappy  game  at  back.  Small  and  light, 
but  has  twice  the  fire  and  drive  of  most  of  his  opponents. 

Alex  Jones — "Pooky"  played  a  very  steady  dependable  game  with  plenty  of 
push  in  the  scrum  at  all  times. 

George  Monckton — new  to  the  game  but  caught  on  quickly.  If  "Moose"  is 
pointed  the  right  way,  the  opposing  team  had  better  run  for  shelter. 

John  Swainson — best  man  in  the  line-out.  Used  his  weight  to  advantage 
especially  against  Shawnigan. 

Dennis  Perrins — very  well  suited  to  his  position  of  break,  and  proved  he  had 
a  good  knowledge  of  that  position. 

Athol  Sutherland-Brown — an  all-round  good  forward.  His  push  and  drive, 
as  well  as  a  good  long  kick,  proved  an  asset  to  the  team. 

Phil  Bishop — an  excellent  break,  aggressive  and  always  right  up  on  the  ball. 
Also  plays  in  the  city  senior  league. 

Colie  Lucas — "Nails"  didn't  play  many  games  this  year,  but  could  always  be 
depended  on  to  turn  in  an  excellent  performance.  Very  good  broken- 
field  man  and  mighty  tough  to  stop. 

Ian  McPherson— the  perfect  scrum-half.  Spanky  only  played  three  games 
but  starred  whenever  he  played. 

Albert  Vey — never  let  the  team  down  when  he  was  needed,  and  proved  him- 
self very  useful. 
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WOMEN'S  BASKETBALL 

Back  row  (left  to  right) :  Rube  Price  (coach),  Robertson,  Carruthers,  Lettice,  Beckwith. 
Front  row  :  Mooney,  Carr,  Greene,  Boyd,  Millins.  Hutchinson  (captain). 


MEN'S  BASKETBALL 

Back  row  (left  to  right) :  Eberlein,  Fields,  Thomson,  Gummow. 
Front  row :  Mar,  Anderson, 


The  Craigdarroch 


MEN'S  BASKETBALL 

Victoria  College  (score  indefinite) — College  Girls  (50  pts.  ?) 

Victoria  College  2(5 — Hoyle  Brown  24. 

Victoria  College  19 — Eagles  (Senior  B)  15. 

Victoria  College  26 — Y.  M.  C.  A.  25. 

Victoria  College  27 — Oak  Bay  High  41. 

Victoria  College  28 — Duncan  High  21. 


INTER-SCHOOL  LEAGUE 

Victoria  College  34 — Normal  School  16. 
Victoria  College  26 — Oak  Bay  High  11. 
Victoria  College  21 — Normal  School  24. 
Victoria  College  24 — Oak  Bav  High  13. 
Victoria  College  26 — Oak  Bay  High  19. 
Victoria  College  16 — Oak  Bay  High  22. 

The  team's  record  for  the  season's  play  is  as  follows:  Won  9,  lost  3, 
scored  273  points  and  had  231  points  scored  against  them. 

The  basketball  team  enjoyed  an  excellent  season  and  also  seemed  to 
enjoy  themselves  greatly.  One  of  the  highlights  of  this  year  was  the  annual 
fracas  with  the  girls'  team.  The  score  of  this  game  is  unknown  officially 
due  to  the  fact  that  no  one  paid  any  attention  to  the  score  but  concentrated 
on  close  checking  and  numerous  substitutions.  The  boys  travelled  to 
Duncan  where  they  played  one  of  their  best  games,  perhaps  because  of  the 
stimulating  climate  and  Duncan  "food." 

The  last  two  games  with  Oak  Bay  High  were  a  total  point  series  which 
the  College  won  42-41,  thus  winning  the  Inter-Scholastic  Championship. 


BASKETBALL  TEAM 

Sandy  Thomson,  Captain — Fairly  new  to  the  game  but  picked  it  up  quickly. 
Adds  plenty  of  pepper  to  the  team  and  shows  promise. 

Don  Fields  —  Very  valuable  and  dependable  on  the  floor.  His  height  and 
ability  were  great  assets  to  the  team. 

John  "Rooky"  Gummow — The  boy  was  a  welcome  import  from  the  interior. 
A  fine  checker  and  deadly  on  rebound  shots. 

Don  Anderson — Good  on  blocking  plays  and  under  the  basket.  Scored  some 
mighty  important  baskets  during  the  season's  play. 

Bill  Milburn,  Vice-captain — His  height,  experience  and  play-making  ability 
were  a  great  boon  to  the  less  experienced  players.  A  fine  team  man 
who  constantly  feeds  his  forwards. 

Phil  "Bruiser"  Bishop — A  smart  player  and  good  team  worker  whose  depen- 
dable play  was  appreciated  by  all. 

Ben  Mar — the  ace  sniper  and  high  scorer  for  the  year.  Smooth,  tricky,  and 
an  excellent  shot. 

"Ebby"  Eberline  —  another  import  whose  excellent  checking  and  general 
ability  was  responsible  for  much  of  the  team's  success. 

Bill  Clarke — Bill  did  not  play  much  until  the  last  half  of  the  season,  but  his 
speed  on  the  court  made  him  a  valuable  addition. 

Rube  Price — only  played  one  game  this  year,  but  scored  most  of  the  points 
in  that  encounter. 
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WOMEN'S  BASKETBALL 

(or  Catch  as  Catch  Can) 

The  College  women's  basketball  team  consisted  of  the  following  talented 
lassies:  Jean  Beckwith,  Pat  Boyd,  Betty  Carr,  Lorraine  Carruthers,  Dorrit 
Greene,  Evelyn  Lettice,  Lois  Mooney,  Betty  Millins,  and  Hazel  Hutchinson 
(captain). 

The  girls  enjoyed  the  expert  and  inspiring  coaching  of  one  who  has  had 
much  experience  with  girls'  basketball,  Rube  Price.  Mr.  Price  took  an 
unusually  rabid  interest  in  the  team,  and  between  pactices  held  several 
private  "chalk-talks"  with  certain  of  the  players.  He  also  personally  saw 
that  the  girls  did  not  break  training. 

Games  were  played  with  St.  Margaret's,  St.  Ann's,  Normal  School,  Vic- 
toria High,  Duncan  High  and  Strathcona  Lodge.  The  team  travelled  for 
the  latter  two  games.  The  girls  claim  to  have  won  their  game  with  the  boys 
and  also  two  other  games  with  St.  Ann's.  The  other  results  are  quite 
unmentionable,  but  the  girls,  an  unusually  comely  group,  enjoyed  themselves 
very  much. 


TABLE  TENNIS 

Although  no  games  were  played  with  other  schools,  a  tournament  was 
held  for  College  players.  The  winner  of  the  boy's  was  Don  Anderson,  with 
Sandy  Thomson  runner-up.  Joan  Gill  won  the  girl's  after  close  games  with 
Jean  Beckwith. 

The  table  was  continually  in  use  during  the  winter  noon  hours,  and  the 
Council  even  bought  a  new  bat.  Enthusiasts  of  the  game  were  fortunate  in 
having  four  of  the  top-ranking  city  players  in  exhibition  matches  one  noon 
hour.  .  These  were  Wilmot  Brown-Cave,  Vic  Tully,  Bill  Cotton  and  Ray 

Dawson. 


BADMINTON  and  GOLF 

became  extinct  after  Christmas.  Golf  has  always  been  confined  to  after- 
noons of  skipped  lectures  by  a  select  few,  but  they  enjoyed  themselves  in 
the  games  with  Varsity. 

—GRAEME  SCOTT. 


WHEN  YOU  GRADUATE 

you  will  forget  lots  of  things  you  took  in  at  College,  but 
in  matters  of  Style  you  need  remember  only  the  name 

SCURRAHS  — VICTORIA,  B.  C. 


BUILD  A  BOAT 


All  Materials  supplied  by  DALZIEL  BOX  CO.,  LTD. 
2800  Bridge  Street  Phone  G-  1422 
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MOVIES,  or  JUST  TRY  AND  GET  PAST  ME 

This  game  was  suggested  to  me  by  my  latest  and  perhaps  my  last  visit 
to  the  movies,  hence  the  title,  and  the  attitude  of  the  seated  multitude,  hence 
the  alternative  title.  It  is  recommended  for  those  of  hardy  temperament 
and  sporting  blood  upon  whom  the  thrills  and  dangers  of  ordinary  movie- 
going  have  commenced  to  pall.  It  is  symbolical  of  the  eternal  bitter  struggle 
between  the  HAVES  and  the  HAVE  NOTS  in  the  world,  or  the  struggle 
between  the  people  who  came  early  and  consequently  have  their  seats,  and 
are  fiercely  determined  to  protect  them  at  all  costs,  and  the  poor  unfortu- 
nates who  were  late  because  of  trouble  finding  a  parking  space,  and  have 
not  achieved  their  seats. 

To  be  really  effective  and  realistic  this  game  must  be  played  in  the  dark, 
when  it  provides  all  the  pleasurable  thrills  of  movie-going  without  the 
bother  of  looking  at  the  tiresome  old  pictures.  Its  rules  are  very  simple 
and  are  explained  below. 

The  players  or  PATRONS,  as  they  are  called,  are  divided  into  two  teams 
under  two  leaders,  and  arc  called  the  HAVES  and  the  HAVE  NOTS.  The 
HAVES,  whose  team  captain  is  known  as  the  FAT  MAN  AT  THE  END 
OF  THE  ROW,  or  THE  LITTLE  GIRL  WITH  THE  BAG  OF  CANDY, 
seats  itself  in  a  row  of  seats  directly  behind  another  row  which  faces  in  the 
same  direction  as  the  first,  both  rows  of  chairs  being  supplied  by  the  hostess. 
They  leave,  however,  one  seat  vacant  in  their  row,  the  particular  seat  being 
decided  by  vote  or  any  other  method  that  seems  expedient.  The  seat  thus 
designated  is  known  as  the  GOAL  or  OBJECTIVE.  The  HAVES  are 
allowed  to  stretch  their  legs  out  in  front  of  them  as  far  as  they  are  able,  or 
to  hook  them  under  the  seats  in  front  of  them. 

The  purpose  of  the  game  is  this.  The  HAVE  NOTS  under  the  leader- 
ship of  the  SHORTSIGHTED  MAN  WITH  THE  UMBRELLA,  must  try 
to  have  one  of  its  members  attain  the  vacant  seat  among  the  HAVES.  Play 
starts  when  the  umpire  or  USHER,  as  he  is  called,  blinks  his  flashlight  and 
cries  out,  "Fourth  from  the  end,  please!"  It  is  the  USHER's  privilege  to 
call  out  any  number  he  wants,  and  not  necessarily  the  number  of  the  actual 
vacant  seat  in  order  to  confuse  the  HAVE  NOTS  in  this  cunning  fashion, 
if  he  thinks  they  need  it,  a  matter  which  is  left  to  his  indiscretion.  At  this 
signal  the  HAVES  settle  themselves  more  firmly  in  their  seats  and  the  fun 
begins. 

The  HAVE  NOTS  send  their  first  player  along  the  row  to  try  and  gain 
the  vacant  seat.  The  seated  HAVES  must  pretend  to  be  furiously  angry  at 
this,  and  try  to  hinder  or  dispute  his  passage  to  the  best  of  their  ability  by 
obstructing  the  alley  with  their  feet,  endeavouring  to  trip  or  dump  him  by 
sharp  blows  at  the  back  of  his  knees  or  by  pushing  him  with  their  elbows 
and  any  other  sharp  instruments  which  they  may  possess.  There  is  only  one 
rule  which  the  HAVES  must  observe.  They  are  not  allowed  to  stand  up  to 
pursue  their  interference.  This  is  a  cardinal  sin  which  is  called  UNHEARD 
OF,  and  is  unfair. 

As  you  might  have  guessed,  their  desire  is  to  bring  about  the  downfall 
of  the  HAVE  NOT  by  blows  or  pushes  until  he  sinks  to  the  floor,  where 
they  must  hold  him  with  their  feet  or  kick  him  under  their  seats  and  hold 
him  there  with  their  legs  until  such  time  as  the  USHER  comes  up.  (The 
USHER  may  be  a  while  in  coming,  but  don't  be  alarmed  as  this  is  the  privi- 
lege of  all  ushers,  and  eventually  he  will  arrive).  When  they  have  done  this 
they  are  entitled  to  two  points  if  the  victim  is  a  small  boy,  three  points  if  it 
be  a  lady,  and  four  points  if  they  have  succeeded  in  dumping  a  strong  man. 
They  are  then  said  to  be  winning  or  ON  TOP.  When  they  have  the  HAVE 
NOT  safely  deposited  under  their  chair,  they  attract  the  attention  of  the 
L'SHER  by  whistling  or  stamping  and  cries  of  "Usher,  there  is  a  drunk  man 
annoying  us  here."  When  the  USHER  sees  the  player  under  the  chairs  he 
shines  his  flashlight  into  that  player's  face  to  decide  whether  he  is  OUT,  as 
it  is  called,  and  says  the  following: 
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"Have  you  lost  something?"  and  if  capable,  the  player  must  reply  the 
words  ,"No,  thank  you,  I'm  just  looking  for  my  gum,"  an  admission  of  defeat 
if  there  ever  was  one.  He  is  then  pronounced  OUT  OF  THE  GAME,  and 
sometimes  OUT  FOR  THE  NIGHT. 

This  is  the  signal  for  the  next  HAVE  NOT  to  make  his  attempt.  As  the 
odds  are  strongly  against  him  ever  reaching  his  destination  and  overwhelm- 
ingly in  favour  of  the  HAVES,  the  HAVE  NOTS  are  allowed  to  win  certain 
points  during  the  passage. 

If  during  his  route  he  is  cunning  enough  to  land  in  the  lap  of  an  unsus- 
pecting HAVE,  he  wins  one  point.  If  the  HAVE  upon  whose  lap  he  finds 
himself  turns  out  to  be  a  member  of  the  opposite  sex,  he  wins  four  points 
and  is  said  to  be  FORTUNATE.  He  is  moreover  allowed  to  remain  seated 
as  long  as  the  HAVE  will  permit  it,  and  if  allowed  to  remain  in  this  position 
is  said  to  be  VERY  FORTUNATE. 

If  he  succeeds  in  reaching  the  vacant  seat  he  wins  five  points  and  has 
SCORED  FIVE  POINTS,  and  then  the  teams  change  places.  If  the  game 
is  too  simple  from  the  point  of  view  of  the  HAVE  NOTS  it  may  be  en- 
livened and  made  more  entertaining  by  arming  the  HAVE  NOT  with  an 
overcoat  which  he  is  required  to  shed  as  he  makes  his  way  along  the  row. 
This  is  delightful,  and  usually  proves  to  be  very  hilarious  fun  for. all  con- 
cerned. On  no  account,  however  must  the  standing  player  divest  himself 
of  his  coat  either  before  he  starts  or  after  he  reaches  his  seat.  This  is  what 
is  known  as  ILLEGAL  or  AGAINST  THE  RULES,  or  again  SIMPLY 
NOT  DONE,  and  is  frowned  upon  by  all  as  unsporting. 

Many  amusing  variations  may  be  introduced,  such  as  having  one  of  the 
HAVES  start  out  of  the  row  just  as  the  HAVE  NOT  is  halfway  in,  which 
is  painfully  funny  and  can  onlv  be  experienced  to  be  appreciated. 

This  game  goes  on  till  all  the  players  drop  from  exhaustion,  or  someone 
ihinks  of  a  better  game  to  play,  in  which  case  everyone  ceases  playing  and 
the  game  is  said  to  be  FINISHED. 

— COLY  LUCAS. 
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I  Our  Forever- 
I  Young  Shop 

It 's  devoted  to  fashions 
for  the  younger  set 


You'll  enjoy  visiting  this  "shop"  where  the 
cleverest  of  new  styles  in  dresses,  suits  and 
coats  are  arranged  for  quick  and  easy 
selection. 


Ob  <L  J?<*r*L 


.  .  .  When  you  are  forty-five,  and  old,  and  just  a  face  indis- 
tinguishable from  others  we  College  kids  see  on  the  street,  open 
this  book  and  be  for  a  moment  the  person  you  now  are. 

.  .  .  Do  you  remember  the  sunlit  days  when  you  walked,  a  boy 

in  sports  clothes,  carefree,  books  under  arm  

And  saw  bright  colors  of  girls  against  grey  stone  rails  and 
green  lawns  and  grey  gnarled  trunks  of  oaks? 

.  .  .  Do  you  remember  the  laughter  and  chatter  of  between- 
classes?  The  hard  benches  of  English  periods  and  tedious  hours 
of  labs.? 

.  .  .  Do  you  remember  the  frenzied  completion  of  drawings, 
experiments,  essays?  Or  the  stealing  of  a  smoke  in  the  locker- 
room?    Or  the  gay  evenings  of  College  dances? 

.  .  .  And  you  think,  when  you  are  middle-aged  and  standing  in 
a  downtown  street,  that  maybe  you,  back  in  1941,  were  like  that 
College  boy  and  girl  over  there,  waiting  at  the  corner. 
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THE  HYACINTH 

Lancashire  has  many  bleak  industrial  towns.  Stella  lived  in  one  of  them; 
a  town  that  was  grimy,  overwhelmed  with  the  throb  of  machinery,  pressed 
down  upon  by  an  incessant  pall  of  smoke.  The  streets  were  paved  with 
stone  blocks  to  bear  the  weight  of  the  heavy  cotton  wagons;  and  when  the 
March  wind  blew,  the  dirt  and  grit  that  had  lodged  in  the  cracks  was  carried 
up,  and  blown  with  guttery  papers  against  passers  by.  Stella  knew  that  it 
was  ugly;  and  that  was  why  she  saw  the  hyacinth. 

The  hyacinth  was  set  crookedly  in  a  box  of  loose  earth  on  the  counter 
at  Woolworths.  It  was  the  slenderest  of  its  fellows,  with  its  top  buds  just 
turing  pink.    Stella  was  coming  home  from  high  school  when  she  saw  it. 

"If  a  man  has  only  two  yen  .  .  ."  she  thought.  And  she  bought  it.  Then 
she  was  jostling  through  the  noisy  streets  and  dark  alleys,  home. 

Her  father  welcomed  Stella  with  a  grunt.  She  gave  him  her  usual  peck 
of  a  kiss;  and  he  watched  her  pour  boiling  water  into  the  stained,  rose- 
patterned  teapot  as  she  had  poured  it  every  day  of  the  seven  years  since  her 
mother's  death. 

"Any  luck  to-day?"  she  asked,  screwing  up  her  eyes  to  peer  through  the 
kettle's  steam. 

The  old  man  grunted  again,  and  turned  in  his  chair. 

"Never  is,"  he  said.  "That  article  on  unemployment  was  the  best  I  ever 
wrote;  but  editors  don't  see  it.  As  for  'Sarah  Ann,'  that  story's  too  good 
for  any  of  'em — much  too  good." 

Stella  dumped  the  kettle  back  on  the  hob. 

"I've  bought  a  pink  hyacinth,"  she  said.  "See!  The  old  green  pot  will 
do.    I'll  go  and  dig  some  earth  from  the  garden." 

"If  you  can  find  enough!"  he  called  after  her;  and  he  rocked  with  silent 
laughter.  Oh,  she  was  a  genius,  he  thought  his  daughter.  She  would  be  a 
great  writer,  and  fulfil  all  the  glowing  ambitions  he  had  once  had  for  him- 
self, who  had  so  dismally  failed.  She  had  matriculated  at  fifteen  with  a  dis- 
tinction in  English;  and  the  head-mistress  expected  her  to  win  a  scholarship 
to  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  With  a  little  more  experience  of  life  she  would 
astonish  the  world.  .  . 

Stella  filled  the  pot  and  dug  the  bulb  into  its  new  bed  of  sticky  black 
earth.  When  she  had  washed  up  the  tea  things,  and  her  father  had  spread 
his  papers  about  the  downstairs  room,  she  took  the  green  bowl  lovingly  in 
her  two  hands  upstairs  to  the  rickety  table  where  she  did  her  homework. 
The  window  before  the  table  looked  out  along  Corporation  Street:  up  the 
street  to  the  tall  smoking  chimneys  of  the  mills  and  factories;  down  the 
street  to  the  waste  ground,  with  its  bald  patches  and  hummocks  of  grass 
bordered  by  tips  and  a  broken  fence.  Stella  leaned  on  her  elbows,  watching 
the  sky;  and  the  cool  sweet  scent  of  the  hyacinth  filled  the  room.  Then 
she  heard  the  whistling  along  the  street. 

She  knew  at  once  who  the  whistler  was.  His  name  was  Arthur  Green, 
and  he  had  come  to  live  at  the  end  of  Corporation  Street  a  few  weeks  ago. 
Stella  sat  down  hurriedly  at  the  table,  and  bent  herself  busily  over  her  Latin 
translation.  "Indeed,  Alcides  did  not  traverse  so  much  of  the  earth,  even 
though  he  pierced  the  brazen-footed  deer,  and  brought  peace  to  Eryman- 
thus'  woods,  and  made  Lerna  tremble  with  his  bow.  .  ." 

Stella  pushed  the  hair  back  from  her  face  and  peeped  through  the 
window.  Arthur  had  reached  the  gate  of  his  home.  He  looked  up,  saw  her, 
and  waved.  She  smiled  radiantly,  and  bent  over  her  work  once  more.  But 
Anchises  seemed  to  have  taken  the  shape  of  Arthur  Green. 

When  the  sun  rose  up  through  the  mist  again  next  morning,  Stella 
pattered  in  her  bare  feet  across  the  linoleum  to  find  that  the  hyacinth  had 
opened  its  fourth  waxlike  flower.  She  watched  as  though  with  hunger  the 
curl  of  the  petals,  the  deeper  pink  of  each  centre  vein,  and  the  starry  eye  of 
each  flower.  She  ran  her  small  finger  gently  down  its  stem,  and  laid  her 
cheek  against  the  cool  blossom,  breathing  in  its  scent.  .  .  Then  it  was  time 
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to  dress  and  go  to  school:  to  walk  half  a  mile  of  streets  to  the  building 
between  the  gasometer  and  Townley's  works,  where  a  smell  as  of  burnt 
rubber  drifted  through  the  windows,  with  the  distant  humming  of  machines. 
There  was  a  day  of  class-rooms  and  bells;  the  sharp  voices  of  over-anxious 
mistresses,  and  the  high  confused  chatter  in  brief  intervals.  At  last  there 
was  the  four  o'clock  bell,  and  freedom. 

Stella  pulled  her  school  cap  over  her  pale  straying  hair,  and  hurried 
home  to  her  hyacinth.  Arthur  Green  was  also  hurrying  home  from  work 
at  Townley's.  They  met  at  the  bottom  of  Corporation  Street.  Arthur 
grinned.  Stella  looked  up  in  the  birdlike  way  that  was  hers,  welcoming  the 
lanky  youth.  They  walked  the  uneven  pavements  slowly,  and  talked  of 
books  and  summer  holidays.  At  Stella's  gate  they  paused  to  finish  their 
talk. 

"It's  Saturday  to-morrow,"  said  Arthur,  leaning  against  the  gatepost. 
"How  about  coming  to  the  pictures?  There's  Robert  Taylor  at  the 
Palace.  .  ." 

Stella's  father,  looking  through  the  front  window,  saw  the  two  together, 
and  his  spine  quivered  with  irritation.  He  thought  his  daughter  was  above 
that  kind  of  thing,  yet  there  she  was  gazing  up  at  that  nincompoop  like  a 
moonstruck  mill  girl.     Before  he  knew  it  she  would  be  like  any  other  of 


Light  Magnifies! 


Many  people  do  not  know  that  light 
is  a  magnifier  of  small  details.  A  dot 
must  be  twice  as  large  to  be  seen  with 
the  same  ease  under  one  foot-candle 
(or  measure)  of  light  as  it  would  need 
to  be  under  100  foot-candles  of  light. 
That's  one  reason  why  abundant  light 
makes  it  easier  for  us  to  read. 

You  can  have  lots  of  light  and  still 
not  be  protecting  your  eyes  if  it  glares. 
Glare  is  avoided  in  the  sight  -  saving 
design  of  lamps  now  on  the  market. 
The  translucent  bowl  beneath  the 
shade  is  an  aid  to  eye  comfort,  since  it 
softens  and  evenly  distributes  the  light 
up  and  down.  You  will  find  a  stock  of 
artistic,  scientifically  designed  lamps 
for  every  seeing  task  on  display  at  our 
Douglas  Street  Store. 
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THE   TOGGERY   SHOP  (Society  Brand  Clothes) 

Now  showing  the  smartest  new  styles  for  the  College  Man. 
Suits,  Top  Coats,  Sport  Coats,  Hats  and  Furnishings. 
Darrell  W.  Spence  1105  Douglas  Street  Frank  [.  Doherty 
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these  silly,  giggling  girls,  hanging  on  to  a  fellow's  arm  in  the  street, 
mooning  at  his  silly  sheep's  eyes,  sitting  at  the  pictures  being  pawed  in  the 
dark.  They  all  grew  into  gossipy,  empty  -  headed  women  once  they'd 
married.    He  slumped  to  the  door  and  called  her  in. 

But  Stella  was  entirely  happy.  She  wakened  on  Saturday  with  a  sharp 
thrill  of  anticipation.  The  hyacinth  was  loading  the  whole  room  with 
sweetness,  glowing  against  the  grey  square  of  window;  and  sparrows 
chirped  in  the  eaves.  She  lay  in  bed  for  a  few  moments,  stretching  her  limbs 
in  pure  joy,  glad  that  life  had  become  so  fresh  and  so  dear.  She  sang  to 
herself  all  morning  as  she  worked  about  the  house;  and  at  noon,  over  the 
Saturday  stew,  she  said: 

"I'm  going  to  the  pictures  this  evening  with  Arthur  Green." 

She  spoke  in  a  hurry  of  shyness,  afraid  of  her  father's  cynicism.  He 
swallowed  stew  in  silence.    Then  he  said: 

"I  suppose  it's  all  right  for  once,  if  the  fool  pays  for  you.  But  don't  you 
go  losing  your  head  in  silliness.  Remember  I've  worked  all  your  life  to 
make  a  writer  of  you  and  get  you  educated;  so  let  there  be  no  nonsense 
about  it." 

The  sarcasm  of  the  old  man's  tone  was  splendid  when  he  greeted  Arthur 
that  evening;  but  it  was  lost  on  Arthur,  who  sat  in  the  best  chair  and  made 
pleasant  remarks  about  the  weather.  And  while  Stella  and  Arthur  sat  in  the 
warm  tobacco  and  orange-scented  darkness  of  the  Palace,  holding  hands, 
he  stretched  himself  on  the  sofa,  and  went  to  sleep  in  disgust. 

On  the  way  home,  Arthur  told  Stella  that  she  was  pretty,  and  they 
admired  the  moon  together.  Stella  quoted  a  poem  by  Shelley  about  the 
night.  Arthur  didn't  understand  it,  but  he  said  that  was  pretty,  too.  He 
asked  her  to  go  to  a  dance  with  him  at  the  Parish  Hall  the  following  Satur- 
day, and  she  was  dumb  with  joy.  Before  she  went  into  the  house,  she  stood 
on  the  doorstep  and  thanked  him  eloquently;  and  he  whistled  as  he  left  her. 

"I  hope,"  said  the  old  man,  "that  you  don't  admire  that  young  ass?" 

Stella  smiled. 

"Don't  worry,"  she  said,  and  went  to  water  the  hyacinth. 

The  flower  bloomed  through  the  week  until  it  was  a  mass  of  fragrant 
pinkness;  and  Stella's  father  watched  her  suspiciously,  knowing  that  she 
was  happy. 

The  evening  of  the  dance  came;  and  Stella  put  on  her  best  green  dress 
that  matched  her  eyes,  and  brushed  her  hair  to  sleekness.  She  laid  a  light 
little  kiss  on  the  hyacinth  before  she  left,  and  danced  down  the  stairs. 

Arthur  was  proud  of  her  when  they  came  to  the  Parish  Hall,  He  taught 
her  to  dance,  and  she  danced  like  a  ripple. 

The  night  was  clear  and  starlit  at  twelve  o'clock.  The  dark  mass  of  the 
hall  and  the  mill  chimney  beyond  it  were  black  against  the  dim  blue  of  the 
sky,  and  the  spangled  stars.  The  lights  of  the  town  made  a  red  glow  on 
the  horizon;  but  beyond  their  reach  the  shadows  were  deep  between  the 
street  lamps.  Arthur  took  Stella  the  long  way  home.  She  watched  the  soft 
grey  smoke  curling  up  from  the  house-chimneys;  and  Arthur  was  restless 
with  impatience.  Past  the  street  lamps  in  a  dark  little  lane  he  put  his  arm 
round  her.    Stella  was  silent,  disturbed  by  a  new  feeling  of  aching  joy. 

"Like  it?"  he  said. 

She  nodded.  He  kissed  her,  then;  and  it  was  as  though  her  soul  had 
taken  wings  and  was  soaring  in  a  world  of  light. 

A  footstep  sounded  along  the  street.  Arthur  started  with  annoyance, 
and  walked  on  hastily.  Stella  kept  up  with  him  in  silence  until  they  reached 
the  waste  ground  at  the  bottom  of  Corporation  Street.  A  wind  was  stirring 
the  grass,  making  the  fence  creak,  driving  a  cloud  across  the  moon.  Arthur 
glanced  around  cautiously,  and  then  down  at  Stella  with  half  shut  eyes. 

"What  are  you  thinking  of?"  he  asked. 

"You,"  she  said;  and  looked  up  at  him  with  wonder  and  stilled  joy, 
waiting. 
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He  kissed  her  again,  clumsily. 
"Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it?" 

"I  think,"  said  Stella,  and  a  sigh  trembled  through  her  lips,  "I  think  

I  love  you." 

Arthur  walked  on  again  in  silence,  and  Stella  had  almost  to  run  to  keep 
up  with  him.  She  couldn't  see  his  expression  because  his  face  was  hidden 
in  shadow.  In  the  darkness  she  tripped  over  a  grass  tuft;  and  he  put  his 
arm  round  her  and  drew  her  along,  so  that  she  had  to  walk  sideways. 

"Been  to  many  dances?"   he  asked. 

"I've  never  been  to  one  before.  I've  never  known  any  boys  before.  I've 
always  been  too  busy  working  and  reading.  My  father  wants  me  to  be  a 
writer:  a  really  good  writer." 

"You  ought  to  go  to  dances,"  he  said.  "You  should  meet  more  boys  of 
your  own  age — have  a  good  time.    That's  what  you  need." 

"I'd  like  to,  only.  .  ." 

"Now's  the  time.  If  you  don't  enjoy  yourself  while  you're  young,  when 
are  you  going  to?    That's  what  I  say." 

"Yes,"  said  Stella  doubtfully.  They  had  reached  her  gate.  She  tilted 
her  face  up  to  his.    "Good-night.  .  ." 

"Not  now,"  said  Arthur  hurriedly.  "Might  be  seen.  What  would  your 
father  say? — So  long." 

He  turned  abruptly,  and  would  have  gone,  but  Stella  kept  him. 

"When  shall  I  see  you  again?"  she  said. 

"Sometime  soon,"  he  said  vaguely. 

"Come  to  supper  to-morrow,"  she  pleaded. 

"All  right.  Thank  you."  He  shuffled  and  turned  away.  "Till  to-morrow 
then." 

Stella  tiptoed  in,  starry  eyed.  Her  father  was  waiting  for  her  in  his 
dressing  gown.    He  greeted  her  gruffly. 
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"Been  with  that  Arthur  again.  I  suppose  he  kissed  you,  and  that  sort 
of  rubbish?" 

"Yes,"  said  Stella,  half  proud  and  half  fearful. 

The  old  man  shuffled  round  the  room,  touching  things  here  and  there. 
"I  suppose  you  think  you're  in  love  with  him?"  he  said. 
Stella's  heart  thumped. 

"Yes,"  she  said  again;  "yes,  I  do."  And  with  a  whispered  good-night 
to  his  disgruntled-looking  back  she  went  softly  upstairs. 

The  old  man  cursed,  and  viciously  raked  out  the  fire's  ashes.  That  half- 
wit Arthur  wasn't  good  enough  for  her.  He'd  spoil  her  genius.  He  had  no 
finer  shades:  no  fineness  at  all.  If  Stella  married  him  she  would  never  be 
a  writer.  But  Arthur  Green  was  not  the  kind  of  chap  who  would  marry 
Stella.  He  would  think  nothing  of  kissing  a  girl  at  a  dance.  He  was  the 
sort  of  fellow  who  wanted  his  pleasures  cheap,  who  was  cautious  of  giving. 
An  Arthur  Green  could  be  bribed.  .  .  He  hobbled  over  to  the  tin  box  where 
he  kept  his  savings. 

When  Stella  had  laid  the  supper  table  on  Sunday,  she  moved  restlessly 
about  the  room,  watching  the  clock.  Her  father  followed  her  with  his  eyes, 
uncertainly,  and  fingered  something  that  crackled  in  his  pocket.  Stella  went 
upstairs  to  change  her  dress;  and  when  she  came  down  it  was  time  for 
Arthur  to  arrive. 

The  old  house  seemed  to  pause.  The  round  mahogany  table,  the  pot 
dogs  on  the  mantelpiece,  the  fender's  brass  knobs,  shone  in  the  yellow  glare, 
of  the  electric  light.  Through  a  nick  in  the  plush  curtains  a  street  lamp 
peered.  The  window  frame  creaked  in  the  rising  wind.  From  the  kitchen 
across  the  narrow  hall  the  ticking  of  the  clock  sounded  emptily.  It  whirred, 
and  ponderously  struck  seven. 

A  sudden  gust  of  wind  shook  the  front  door,  rattling  the  latch.  Stella 
started  up  and  went  into  the  passage.  But  the  street  was  dark  and  deserted 
when  she  opened  the  door.    The  wind  ruffled  her  hair. 

"See  here,  Stella,"  said  her  father,  when  she  came  back,  a  little  scared- 
looking,  into  the  sitting  room:  "I  didn't  like  to  tell  you  before,  but  I've  seen 
Arthur,  and  he's  not  coming  to-night.  He  wants  to  call  it  off.  He  says  you 
take  him  too  seriously,  in  a  way  he  never  intended.  Here's  a  letter  he  wrote 
himself  to  tell  you." 

Stella's  face  was  like  marble.  She  took  the  envelope,  and  opened  it  with 
hands  that  tried  not  to  shake. 

"Dear  Stella,"  said  the  note,  "I'm  sorry  I  can't  come.  I  didn't  intend  to 
end  it  so  sudden,  but  your  dad  doesn't  want  me  to  see  you  again,  so  I  guess 
that  settles  it.  But  you're  different  from  other  girls.  You  take  things  too 
seriously,  and  it  alarms  a  man.  You  meet  other  boys  like  I  said.  After  all 
you're  only  17.  Arthur." 

Stella  "crumpled  the  note  in  her  hand.  Her  eyes  were  dead.  For  a 
moment  she  stared  at  her  father  without  seeing  him,  then  she  rushed  wildly 
away  up  the  dark  twisting  staircase.  The  old  man  heard  the  creak  of  the 
loose  board  on  the  landing,  and  the  banging  of  her  door.  He  sat  in  the 
lonely  room,  watching  the  falling  apart  of  the  fire,  and  dreaming  of  old 
ambitions.  .  . 

"After  all,"  he  said,  "the  nightingale  sings  more  sweetly  with  a  thorn  in 
her  breast.  Now  the  child  thinks  her  heart  is  broken  she'll  write  something 
really  great." 

Far  into  the  night  he  went  upstairs,  and  peered  into  Stella's  room.  She 
sat  on  the  floor  by  the  window,  dimly  visible  in  the  light  of  the  street  lamp. 
In  her  arms  she  held  the  green  bowl  and  the  hyacinth.  The  flower  was 
crushed  and  broken  and  dead.  .  . 

—JEAN  ELLIOTT. 
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SMART  APPAREL     -     SPORTS  CLOTHES 
and  SHOES 


NEW  STYLES  AND  SUPERIOR  QUALITIES 
PRICED  TO  SUIT  YOUR  PURSE 


You  are  marching  right  into  the  Holiday  Season,  when  you  will 
need  many  necessities  for  Sports  and  Outing  Wear. 


Spencer's  offers  you  an  almost  unlimited  choice. 


DAVID  SPENCER 


Examinations  are  foolish  creations — 

One  spends  hours  telling  one's  instructors 

What  they  already  know. 

All  this  in  order  that  they  may  find  out 

What  their  students  don't  know. 

But  they  never  do  find  out  because  their  students 

can't  tell  them 
What  they  have  forgotten,  or  never  knew. 
Hence  let  us  abolish  this  abomination  of 

examinations. 


lfiIIfM|I|E|I| 


EXAMINATIONS 


—JUNE  BYROM. 


•  COPPERPLATE 

•  LETTERPRESS 

•  LITHOGRAPHY 

•  STEEL  DIE 


re 


■a 


.e: 


'IT- 


'S 


Phone  G-  6932 


•  SILK  SCREEN 


DICGON-HIBBEN,  LTD. 


Established  1858 
1210  Government  St.  Victoria,  B.  C. 


758  YATES  STREET 
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IF  ONLY  YOU  KNEW  "RADIO" 


Again  and  again  young  men  and  young  women 
anxious  to  "Do  Their  Bit"  in  some  branch  of  the 
three  Services  have  lost  bigger  and  better  oppor- 
tunities for  lack  of  knowledge  of  Radio  and  Radio- 
Telegraphy.  And  again  and  again  a  Radio  Course 
at  the  Sprott-Shaw  Schools  has  enabled  young 
men  to  obtain  their  "Radio  Ticket"  and  conse- 
quently a  Commission  that  otherwise  would  have 
been  denied  them. 


As  early  as  1914  Sprott-Shaw  was  the  first 
school  in  Canada  to  offer  a  complete  course  in 
Radio  -  Telegraphy,  and  to-day  this  important 
department,  with  its  thoroughly  up-to-date  equip- 
ment and  practical,  experienced  instructors,  is 
working  night  and  day  to  supply  Radio  Techni- 
cians for  the  Services  and  for  commercial  enter- 
prises. Come  in  to  Sprott-Shaw  at  Douglas  and 
Broughton  in  Victoria  and  let  us  give  you  the  facts. 


Phone  E-  0611 

B.  M.  CLARKE 

711  Yates  Street        Victoria,  B.  C. 
• 

" NYLON " 
The  Wonder  Stocking 
Price  $1.65 


Scott 

Camera  Craft 

LIMITED 

1015  Douglas  Street 

"  Photographic  Headquarters  " 
Cameras    -  Films 

Photographic  Supplies  of  all  kinds 


COOK  STREET  GROCERY 

C.  H.  BOOTH,  Prop. 
We  can  supply  you  with  everything  for  your  table. 
We  provide  speedy  delivery,  quality  merchandise  and  correct  prices. 
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REALLY  FRESH  FLOWERS 

Specialists  in 
BOUQUETS  AND  WREATHS 

Seeds    -    Plants    -    Grass  Seed    -  Bulbs 
Fertilizers    -  Insecticides 

• 

Ballantyne  Bros.  Ltd. 

We  Telegraph  Flowers  Anywhere 

1211  Douglas  St.       Phone  G- 2421 


NEW  SPRING  SUITS 

In  Styles  You'll  Like. 

Double-breasted  Drapes,  single 
and  sport  styles,  new  green 
and  blue  shades. 

$27.50   $29.50  $35.00 

PRICE  &  SMITH,  LTD. 

614  Yates  Street 


FOR  STYLE  AND 
QUALITY 

O.  H.  Dorman,  Ltd. 

Men's  Clothing  and 
Furnishings 

1328  DOUGLAS  STREET 


The  Compliments  of 

Sylvester  U-Drive 

LIMITED 

Phone  G- 5511 


JUS-RITE  PHOTOS,  LTD. 

Manager:    THOS.  A.  WATERWORTH 

Studios  and  Laboratories:  Ground  Floor,  Metropolis  Bldg.,  714  Yates  St. 
AUTHORIZED  DEALERS  FOR  CANADIAN  KODAK  CO.,  LTD. 


CAMERA 

SUPPLIES 

DEVELOPING 

-  PRINTING 

780  Fort  Street 

Victoria,  B.  C. 
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3  Prescription  Specialists 

You  receive  service  and  satisfaction  when  you  leave  your 
prescription  with  us. 

All  prescriptions  are  dispensed  with  the  utmost  care  by 
Graduate  Pharmacists  only,  and  are  guaranteed  to  contain 
ingredients  of  the  highest  quality. 

OWL  DRUG  CO.,  LTD. 

Campbell  Bldg.  Phone  G- 2112        W.  H.  Bland,  Mgr. 


Eastman  KODAKS    IN  many  styles  and  sizes 

We  give  FREE  ENLARGEMENTS  ! 
Kodak  Verichrome  Films  in  the  new  double-coated  fast  film. 
Films  developed  and  printed  by  our  own  experts. 
Loose-Leaf  Photo  Albums      -      Nu-Ace  Corners      -      Waterman  Fountain  Pens 
Loose-Leaf  Notebooks     -      Eversharp  Pencils 

We  carry  a  complete  stock  of  College  Text  Books  and  Supplies. 

VICTORIA  BOOK  &  STATIONERY  CO.,  LTD. 
1002  Government  Street  Phone  G  arden  1013 


WHEN  I  LAUGH,  THE  SEA  LAUGHS  TOO 

When  I  laugh,  the  sea  laughs  too: 

Oh,  the  sea  is  always  new! 

When  I  cry,  it  comforts  me, 

Kindly,  hushing,  gentle  sea. 
Lonely  cry  the  seagulls  on  the  shore 
When  storm-winds  beat,  and  distant  echoes  roar. 

When  I  laugh,  my  love  is  gay, 

Twinkling  the  frowns  away. 

When  I'm  sad,  my  love  gives  me 

Tenderness  and  sympathy. 
And  this  is  love,  my  love,  a  whole  life  long, 
This  harmony,  this  dear  unending  song. 

—JEAN  ELLIOTT. 


Australian  Tennis  Rackets 

VICTORIA  SPORTING  GOODS  CO.  1002  Broad  St. 
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It's  Cheaper  to  Charter 

— For  that  Picnic  or  Outing,  keep  the  crowd  together  and 
save  money  by  chartering  our  de-luxe  coaches. 

— Apply  at  the  Depot  for  details  of  low  charter  rates. 

VANCOUVER  ISLAND  COACH  LINES,  LTD. 

Depot:  Broughton  Street  Phone  E- 1177 


With  the  Qompli^e^U 

UlrOkU  SnnL 


MIRUM 

Moon-clear,  star-clear:  winged  as  a  melody 

That's  whistled  in  the  mountain  air: 
Wind-fresh,  rain-fresh:  sweet  as  the  lavender 

In  snowy  sheets  that's  laid  with  care: 
Thought-kind,  hate-blind:   sound,  pure,  and  genuine 

A.s  gold  that's  burnished  in  the  fire: 
Love-full,  hope-full:  wide-bound  and  laughter-filled: 

This  heart  it  is  that  I  admire. 

—JEAN  ELLIOTT. 


JT^  LICENSED 

New  Method 


LAUNDRIES  (fH 

Phone  G-8166 


FOR  ICE  CREAM,... 
MILK  SHAKES,  ETC. 

...Visit... 

Royal  Dairy 

LIMITED 
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Quality  Fuel 


OIL 


COAL 


WOOD 


WALTER  WALKER 

&  SONS,  LIMITED 
1453  Douglas  St.       Phone  G-  7104 


A.  K.  LOVE,  LTD. 

LADIES'  WEAR 
HEADQUARTERS 


708  View  Street 


Victoria,  B.  C. 


Phone  G-  7611 

Watch  and  Jewellery  Repairing 


F.  W.  FRANCIS 

JEWELLER 
1210  Douglas  Street  Victoria,  B.  C. 


Just  Say:  "CHARGE  IT" 
Select  Your  Wardrobe  from  FASHION'S  FAVORITES 
in  Afternoon,  Sports  and  Formal  Occasions 

At  THE  PLUME  SHOP,  747  Yates  Street         Phone  E-  5621 


McGILL  &  ORME,  LTD. 

PRESCRIPTION  CHEMISTS 
Telephone  G  arden  1196  Fort  at  Broad,  Victoria,  B.  C. 


For  the  Best 

PLUMBING,  HEATING,  OIL  BURNER  SERVICES 

c.  j.  Mcdowell 

1000  Douglas  Street 
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